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Dhatta: Sir, the same actor plays different parts. Muttba: The same part is played by different actors. Dhatta: Sir, you are the noontide; I am the end
Muttba: We are contemporaries in a big way. I will dwarf this epoch Into an episode.
Dhatta: Can we witness each other?
Muttba: Don't tarry me and philosophically
waste my time. We shall outwitness the events if we know the will of Shiva. Speak now. At one word of mine Rivers flow back-Tides do not swell
Dhatta: Sir, be indulgent
O! God! Is this a period of uniformity?
Should time retrograde?    Should I be fatally inscribed
In my post in this hour of autumn
When leaves fall
Trees grey
And lands freckle
With strewn leaves
And bird-drops
Of bilirubin colour!
Muttba: Why should you wreck my peace of mind by this long tall mazy talk? Get gone.
A shame to Sethi realm. You fie my mien! My deity, my devotee! I am Agama In flesh and blood -Flesh that stays Blood that flows Godsent
Before I curse thee. Spare thyself.
Dhatta: Sir,___
Muttha: Your bluster is silenced. Fiom mv Kailash